HELLO THERE, READER! 

To all of you who scan the pages of "ROMANTIC 
ADVENTURES," greetings— and the hope that 
you'll find this great new magazine all that we're 
trying to make it! All in thrills — all in romantic 
allure — all in the emotional heart-throbs that crowd 
it from cover to cover ! 

It's going to be our job to bring you the greatest 
love stories ever told — but the thought occurs that 
we owe something beyond this to you! And how 
we reached this decision is a love story in itself! It 
all began when we found Paulette, one of our sten- 
ographers, crying beside her typewriter. She didn't 
want to tell why, but finally it came out. She was 
a wallflower who never had any dates— who didn't 
know the real meaning of love! It was a problem, all 
right — a problem we felt was squarely up to us! ■ 
For what good did it do to publish a love story 
magazine if we couldn't advise somebody how to 
win love in real life? 

And so from the editors of "ROMANTIC AD- 
VENTURES" came the first actual tip on how a 
girl could gain romance. Paulette's features were 
good — but who could tell under that unbecoming 
makeup and awkward hairdo? She'd let her figure 
go, too, and her obvious stoutness wasn't helped by 
frumpy clothes. No wonder she was a wallflower! 
Studying her, we knew immediately the answer to 
her love problem, and broke it to her gently. 
"You've got to reduce, gal!" we said. "Then go to 
a good beauty salon and have, them restyle your 
hair! Have 'em teach you how to use makeup effec- 
tively, too — then go in for simple clothes that'll 
flatter you. Try it — and then imit for results!" 

Simple remedies, weren't they? You've met them 
in our stories— but after all, aren't all our plots 
patterned after real life? Paulette followed our ad- 
vice — and what emerged was a modern miracle! She 
wasn't plain Jane any longer, but a new Paulette 
who's now engaged to one of the handsomest he- 

So you see, reader — we can help people, after 
all! And our experience here set us to thinking. If 
we could do that for someone in our office, how 
about our readers? Couldn't we do more than just 
entertain them with swell love stories? We remem- 
bered one of them who seemed to need help- — ^and 
if you don't think so, just read this letter! 

"Dear editors of 'ROMANTIC ADVEN- 
TURES': 

I'm a girl 17 years of age, and have 



been having a lot of trouble at home. It's 
about love, I guess, and I thought that 
since you put out a romance magazine, 
you might be able to advise me what to 



: boy at school and one night my 
father saw him kissing me outside the 
house, and that's when he said I couldn't 



folks don't know, because I always tell 
them I'm going out with my girl friend, 
izy about this 



—A. G., New York." 

Well, A. G., maybe we can help you — but we 
don't know if you'll like it! You're speaking about 
love — but do you know its meaning? First it's a 
boy at school — then a man at the office — and good- 
ness knows who next! We feel that you've mistaken 
a desire to get away from your parents' authority 
for love. But real love isn't that. It's the man you 
want to he with for the rest of your life! We're 
afraid you think you "love" anybody who shows 
you attention. It's not your fault — you're lonesome, 
and, frankly, have been kept too strictly. You've got 
to put the matter up to your parents fairly and 
squarely, and arrive at an understanding. Tell them 
that you're no longer a child, but an adult. Tell 
them that you want to feel free to entertain your 
friends in your own home and have dates like other 
girls do. Let them know ycur viewpoint, but see 
theirs, too — after all, they're just trying to protect 
you! We're sure they'll give you the opportunity to 
lead more of your own life — and then you can wait 
rather than seize on any chance 
id think it's love! Why not try — and 
n't right? 



This was a problem, reader— a real problem. It 
strikes us that many of you must have such prob- 
lems — and that's where WE come in! We're in- 
viting you to bring your love problems to us, and 
let us use our know-how to help you find the best 
solution! In other words — let's hear from you! Ad- 
dress your letters to us in care of this magazine, at 
45 West 45th Street, New York 19, N. Y. Our advice 
will either be published on this page, or, if you pre- 
fer, sent you by letter! 

—THE editors' 
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|l|"ARY GREGG was fleeing-/rom love! 
-I-" It was Tom Halsey's love, and she 
didn't feel that she was worthy of it. It 
had been different when Tom was just a 
struggling young attorney— then her lack 
of education and polish weren't nearly so 
apparent. They had had good times to- 
gether, then, and had laughed and loved 
with all of the zest of youth. How well 
Mary remembered the little restaurant 
where their courtship had progressed ! She 
remembered the eornbeef and cabbage 
which was his constant favorite— how she 
had laughed over that never-failing order! 
But with that laughter came the tender- 
ness of romance, and, soon, the heart- 
thrilling ecstacy of being promised to Tom- 
my. 

There was only delight when his fortune 
started to change— when the local political 
bigwigs decided that perhaps he had a 
future in public life. There was even talk 
of running him for Congress, and Mary 
had never been so proufl as on that night 
when she accompanied him to a political 
club dinner at which he was to be guest of 
honor. But there her rapture soon turned to 
f-hameful grief. For these formally -attired 
men and women— they were creatures from 
another world ! They were educated, intel- 
ligent, sure of themselves. Mary found her- 
self faltering out answers to their polite 
questions — answers which she was sure dis- 
played her ignorance and stupidity! She 
saw the veiled looks they threw each other, 
the pu?zled stares that were cast towards 
Tommy on her behalf. And then her heart 
broke, because she knew that she wasn 't for 
Tommy — that she would only hold him 
back, destroy his career! 

Mary sobbed herself to sleep that night, 
but she had made up her mind. She was 
going out of Tommy's life, and he mustn't 
know where to find her. And so, leaving no 
address, she made her way to Granite Falls, 
a small city some fifty miles distant. He'd 
never dream of looking for her there, and 
she'd be safe. Safe! Yes— and heartbrokenl 
For her days were blank and forlorn ; her 
nights desolate stretches of loneliness. Tom- 
my's face appeared in every dream, arms 
outstretched hungrily towards her. Time 
and again her heart cried out, "Find me. 
Tommy! Please find me!" But then cold 
common sense intervened. She was inno- 



cent, unschooled — and he needed a wife 
who would help, not kinder him! 

And so the lonely days passed. Mary 
had secured a job as cashier at the Rail- 
road Station Restaurant. Her duties were 
monotonous, consisting only of making 
change and typing menus. On this particu- 
lar day, however, something happened. One 
of the diners had left a newspaper — and 
there, in headlines, was the news that 
Thomas Halsey would arrive in Granite 
Falls that very day, to deliver a Congres- 
sional campaign speech I Suppose he came 
in Acre— and saw her? There was only one 
thing to do! She was going off duty in an 
hour— she'd pack immediately and leave 
for some distant spot where he could nev- 
er find her! There was just time to finish 
typing the menus. Her fingers flew over 
the keys, then faltered as she came to the 
entry "Cornbeef and Cabbage a la Cre- 
ole." Cornbeef and cabbage — oh Tommy, 
Tommy ! How many times she remembered 
him ordering this, his favorite dish— the 
cute way he used to smile— ! 

Mary was packing in her shabby board- 
ing-house room, the tears streaming down 
her face, when there was a rap at the 
door. And there via.s~Tommy! After all 
of the days and nights of heart-searing 
loneliness. Tommy! She tried to fight 
against his wonderful nearness, the miracle 
of his appearance, but it was no use. "You 
—you wonderful little fool," he choked, 
"It's you I want! Even if you hmen't got 
a college degree, you're the only one who 
means a dum to me! I'll never let you go 
—and if you don't marry me pronto, I'll 
chuck this whole campaign business!" 

Put that way, what was she to do? 
There were tears of happiness on Mary's 
face as she broke away from his kisses and 
embrace long enough to ask how he had 
ever managed to find her. 

Tommy grinned— his crooked, lovable 
grin. "It was a: cinch," he murmured. 
"When my train pulled into Granite Falls, 
T was hungry— so I dropped into the Sta- 
tion Restaurant. And when I looked at the 
men and came to 'Cornbeef and Cabbage a 
la I Love You, Tommy'~vfe\\, I knew that 
only one girl could have typed what was 
on her mind that way! I got your, address 
from the manager, and Mary— / «we you 
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GRACE MARTIN should have been the 
happiest girl at Elmwood University. 
For, besides being as pretty as they come, 
she had won the undying devotion of Pug 
Thornton, rugged and handsome captain of 
the Elmwood fgotball team, a slashing full- 
back whose gridiron exploits and engaging 
grin woke jealous echoes in the heart of 
every coed on the campua. Yes, she should 
have been more than happy for the light 
in Pug's eyes when he greeted her, for the 
blissfully Kmantic moments they spent to- 
gether in their favorite trysting place, the 
old sunken garden behind the Dean's house. 
But despite all of ihis, Grace was miser- 
dblel 

Horace Brill was to blame for that. At 
first, Grace had hardly noticed him in her 
elatses, and small wonder. He was under- 
slied, sharp-nosed and wore thick, studious 
glaaaes. But he had a brain, and he wasn't 
slow in letting her know it. "College is a 
place for high intellect," he would say. 
"One comes here for study, and intelli- 
gence is what pays off! These foothalV 
players — ^what are they but senseless hunks 
of mufloleT And any girl who falls for one 
of them is a moron! Am I right f" 

Almost against her will, Grace would 
find herself agreeing with him. Horace 
seemed to exercise a hypnotic effect on her 
—he was ho logical! And after all, hadn't 
she come to college to develop her intellect? 
What if Pug Thornton was winning foot- 
ball games for Elmwood — what if he was 
han^me and devoted, It took time, hut 
fiiMlly Horace had his way. She broke off 
with Pug; brought their wonderful ro- 
mance to an abrupt end — and Horace took 
up where Pug left off! 

It wasn't easy for Grace to do. Her 
heart cried out within her, but she was 
convinced that she was doing the right 
thing. And Pug took it hard. "Oh no, 
Grace!" he cried, "Not after everything 
we've meant to each other! Tou can't i I 
couldn't stand it!" 

But the break had come. As Grace fear- 
ed, Pug took it pretty badly. He became 
dull, listless without her. He broke train- 
ing, and his playing on }:he gridiron suffer- 
ed. And as time passed, Grace became more 



and more worried. The big game with Cen- 
ter was coming up— would Pug be in shape 
to give it his best? She determined to ask 
Horace's advice. He was intelligent— fe« 
could help her! He didn't see her as she 
entered — he was too busy at the telephone. 
WJiat was he saying t "Bet everything 
you've got on Center— and put a wad down 
for me, too! It's iit the bag— Elmwood 

As Grace listened, shocked to the core, 
Horace proceeded airily. ' 'I'm, the lad 
who's at the bottom of it all! I got Pug 
Thornton's girl-friend to break off with 
him— and now the big lug is a wreck! 
Can 't even sleep or eat, and by the time the 
Center game roils around, he won't even 
be fit to be waterboyl" 

Stricken, "Grace turned and left silently, 
tears rolling down her cheeks. No use to 
confront Horace with his villainy— what 
was done was done. She had spurned true 
love and ruined a good man~/or whatf 
Suddenly a heartbreaking loneliness well- 
ed up in her. If only she could see Pug 
once again— but she couldn't. She'd do the 
next best thing, then— go to the old sunken 
garden where they'd spent so many happy 
hours together, and cry her heart out. And 
there, leaning morosely against a tree, was 

It was after they had run into each 
other's arms, mixing tears with laughs, 
that the whole story eame out. "Sure I 
forgive yoUj honey," said Pug tenderly, 
"and don't worry so much about what 
you've done to me, seet All that counts is 
I've got you back! First thing I've got to 
do is call on Horace and see how well he 
matches his intellect against a stiff left 
jab! Then I'll spend the few days left get- 
ting in shape for the Center game, and — 
■m'll seel" Then he was gone, leaving 
Grace with a singing heart in a world in 
which blue skies reigned supreme! 

Horace never got to see the game — two 
black eyes interfered) But Pug ran wild, 
scoring the winning touchdown singlehaud- 
ed and gaining All-American honors. And 
after the game Grace knew without doubt 
that this time, brawn had vanquished 
brains. An All-Ameriean kiss convinced 
her! 
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